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" Last man in bed/' said the Gunner Captain, who
was already there.

" Nearest to the switch," amended the Anti-Tank
Gunner. " That's you, Major," he addressed the
dark, silent infantryman.

At that moment a bugle in the distance blew
" Lights Out." With the heavy humour character-
istic of taciturn men, the Infantry Major, almost
before the last strains of the call died away, plunged
the room into darkness.

" By God . . . How regimental . . ." laughed the
Anti-Tank Major. " Thanks, Major. You really have
brought back a whiff of the good old times."

The Gunner Captain, stretching himself out luxuri-
ously between the blankets, silently echoed the same
sentiment. After the chaos of the past few weeks
it was grand to feel oneself enveloped once again in
all this comfortable routine of a military dep6t. He
had never appreciated it so keenly before. It seemed
like a shield between oneself and danger. And this
unusual absence of danger was exciting, too, in its
own way. So was the smell of fresh-cut grass, wafted
in through the open window ... All too good to
lose by going to sleep at once.

The Anti-Tank Major was addressing a few more
bedtime reflections to the room in general.

" Nice old boy, the Colonel," he said. " One of
the best ... I hope he didn't consider me impolite
at dinner. Several times he addressed me, and I
never answered. To tell the truth, I was far too
damn busy feeding to stop to talk I was ravenous
. . . Couldn't help it if it had been the King of
England himself . , . All I'd had in the last forty-
eight hours were four biscuits and a cup of tea . . ."

" Eating is a disgusting spectacle when a man is
really in need of his food," said the R.A.M.C. Major,
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